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In the last two years of World War 11,
‘ * | *George Wood” brought the Allies no 4
1 L fewer than 2,600 secret documents i :
| from Hitler’s Foreign Office, some of i
| them of the highest importance.
Eiscnhower called him one of the ,
“ | most valuable agents we had during :
the entire war. Here’s how he did it
<4 - ' *3
e by Edward P. Morgan
g ir" - CPYRGHT Itustrated by John Clymer
O , : 1 B
- ; hen I first heard the story about George Wood, 4
D I wouldn't belicve it. I was having lunch in one =R
. of those Paris sidewalk restaurants with a friend : 1
of mine, an Amcrican who had been an intelli- 4
gence officer in Europe during the war. 1B
“This guy was a German diplomat,” he explained. :
“Wood was not his real name, of course. That was the
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; sccurity alias General Bill Donovan'’s espionage boys . - B
Iy gave him after he made his first contact with the Office L
b of Strategic Services in Switzerland. He had a job in ;
Pl the Auswaertige Amt—the Foreign Office—in Berlin. A -
| H real inside job. ' q
Lo ““All Wood did,” he went on, “was to establish a _

}' 1 ~ secret line of communication between himself in Berlin
vl and the OSS in Bern, right in the middle of the war.

" Via this pipeline he managed to syphon out of the
Foreign Office files the contents of no less than 2,600
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'[ : classified documents, some of them scerets of the highest
| importance. He even made five trips from ‘Berlin to Bern,
; himself, between 1948 and 1945, through air raids and all,
i carrying the stuff with him.” .
i ~ Some [antastic things had hap sened, it's true, but this 3
N husiness about Wood was incru‘ib]c; 1 knew there had
Lk been a few defections in high places in Der Fuchrer's
1 sinister hicrarchy, but almost invariably the miscreants had
) been found out in time and swiltly purged. “Your man
Wood couldn't have been an individual of any great shakes,”
1 insisted, “or he would have: been rooted out before he
ever got started.” )
My [ricnd took my needling patiently. :
E. : “Actually,” he went on, “I never laid cyes on this fellow
] myscll. But ‘Operation George Wood' became famous
among the high brass of Allied intelligence staffs. General
Eiscnhower is not a man given to the careless use of super-
latives, but Ike himself once remarked that Wood was one
of the most valuable agents we had during the entire
war.”
: 1 said 1 suppose the Nazis got him, in the end.
“They never did. He's alive today, and all in onc piece.
And, as a matter of fact, he's among the unemployed. ood
never got a dime for his services. Wouldn't take it. Nobody 1, cines here. Did intelligence and psychological warfare
that I know Ollsvf]“ O"CTFd }(“'mha medal, and anyhow 1 o1y in Switzerland (lurir,fg the wnr,pGyo sce Iizﬁm."
suspect he :g(‘; ave reiuse t{ .‘:; ‘if‘". A combinati I found Mayer casily cnough, in a handsome office near
He's an odd character. Sortol ! c;.‘ ;“'i‘ 1 com m‘::élon the Champs-E{ysécs. “] was in on the launching of Opera-
of guts a;)d s{\;g\;élnesslsnfl : ot of Juct, h guess. What .0 George Wood," he said. “I happened to be the first
happened to couldn't a‘{) pen mor(':—lt “;: "nt':sd";‘? American to contact him. It was in Bern, back in the sum-
oo lion times, but there was that nnce.d ¢ thumbed his 0o 1948, A stranger fellow 1 never met, but he was
. «~..Roseat the Nazis (rq(;n lhg beginning, da" got nra wng\ it absolutely priceless. You never could put your finger pre- - |7
. Bu't gossip gotdroun \ S‘md "l.’ o acci cntl:hat N (35 en  icely on what made him tick. You never knew when he
., unable to find any kind of spot with the new German . oiing to turn up, or what he was going to turn up with,
:  government at Bonn. Thcrc. are a lot of ex-Nazis holding ¢ he always did and he always had the go wods.”
down official jobs. but there's no room for Wood.” = » Adventurers can come in handy sometimes,” I suggested.
_lﬁ\‘snt Washington done something about him? Iin- Mayer shook his head. “He didn’t run risks for the
quirca, . . o . " ’ excitement of it. Something more fundamental than that
Well,” my friend said, squinting his cycs. Idon'tdoubt 0 " iving him. Nobody ever looked less like a knight
that somcbo@y tried. But these spy jobs are tn:?ky business, ;5 shining armor, but there was something consecrated
. you know. They scldom pay oft with honors. . about him. [ know that sounds corny but I can’t explain
. 1 As we left the restaurant, 1 asked him if he had Wood's "0 iher way.” _ _
: ) : ad.(.lrcss”or k“?: .l.\l())w 1 cou'ld reach h";: here in Pari He lighted his pipe aind then went on. “Sce here, | can
) ’ ~No, he said, “but t:.‘der" a man ri dt ere in raris }"!" give vou a Jot of the lacts but if you're really intcrested in
will know, fcllow nam Mayer, Gerald M. Mayer. He'sin i, story. you must sce Wood himsell.”
' . .~ == 1 reminded him that I'd hoped he could help me find -
Wanl,
. wwell, 'm ashamed to say that 1've lost track of him. He .
went to the States ot a while after the war, Somchow things
\ didn't pan out for him there and he came back to Europe.
We've got a mutual [riend in Zurich. though—a doctor.
Let me give you his name.”
= . In Zurich, the doctor had an address for him all right, in
§ Frankfurt-on-Main, Germany. “Hc's having a bit of a hard
- time,” the doctor said, “and you may find him reluctant to
) wlk. Personally, 1 hope he docs. It may make the Germans
realize what they owe to the few of their countrymen who
were brave enough to stand up against Hitler."
. ‘Three years had gone by since my last visit to Franklurt -
“ and the transformation of the city astounded me. The
v hideous piles of rubble had disappeared from the streets,
Handsome new store fronts burgeoned oddly from the stony / *
skeletons of buildings. Behind the plate glass windows,
expensive cameras, alligator handbags, bolts ol silk, carved
bedroom sets, all beckoned with the opulent allure of Filth
: Avenue. Intersections were choked with traflic—not jeeps A
N ook )R R, | and six-by-sixes of the occupation force but passenger cars,
S " '5‘:- AN | e ’*% ‘*ﬁ? " many of them .\merican makes with German plates. Some ‘
o T * S t e Wi "Wt T T N local citizens must certainly be in the dough, [ thought.
B . . - . (Rpghe j : ; ¢
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“ and bananas bumped through the sidewalk crowds. In the

" were writing their memoirs of the Hitler era. As fast as they
" before the sceret “V” weapons could be fully utilized. A man

- middle with a length of rubber stripped from an old inner tube.
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heavy-carpeted luxury of the Frankfurter Hof (in the wing that
had been rcstored‘). you could dine on caviar, peached salmon
and Rhine wine, for a consideration, | . ‘

Other embellishments had been added. Atmospherie embel
lishments, if you like. Everybody and his brother, it scemed,

could stock them, the kiosks were sclling periodicals featuring
the fateful saga of the German battleship Bismarck; a butler’s
reminiscences of life with Der Fuchrer; the latest recipe for Ger-
man recovery from the pen of Herr Dr. Schacht, the Nazi finance
wizard acquitted as a major war criminal at Nurcmberg; and the
like. A ncwspaper rcported that a crusty old pedagogue in
Wurttemberg-Baden had asked his class to write a theme on the
causes of Germany's detcat and then answered the question him-
self with the explanation that traitors betrayed the country

named Wonncrow leaped up in rightcous wrath in the provin-
cial legislature of Schicswig-Holstein to denounce the ]]t)xly 20,
1944, attempt on Hitler's life, and demaad that those still alive
among the schweinhund conspirators be hanged. And a cabinct
minister at Bonn was cloquently justifying Germany's role in
World War 11
. .y

Thc man who answered the door a. the address the doctor

had given me wore a rumpled pair of trousers tied around the

He had a sallow face but a soft voice and a polite manner. “I
am sorry,” he was saying, “but Herr Wood does not stay here,
He lives in the country; he only comes here to get his mail, If
you would care to leave a message, bitte?”

I scrawled a long note on the back of an envclope and gave it
to the man, explaining that I had come from Paris especially to
mect Wood ang that it was urgent that he get the message as soon

. as possible. I went back to my hotel expecting a long wait, but
to my surprise there was an answer from Wood the next morn-
ing. He would be at home after lunch that day, if I cared to
drive out. - )

The hamlet in which Wood lived lay snuggled in the Taunus
Hills, a half hout’s drive from Frankfurt, and not far from the
massive Kronberg castle where a U.S. army coloncl and a WAC
captain had, a few yecars back, perpctrated the sensational theft

ture with a steep roof and a tiny yard. Cards bearing the namul )
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sjtting on th front steps and when I got out of the car he came
irectly to meet me, :

“So you've come,” he said, giving me a strong handshake.

“But you hadn’t been expecting me,” I said, puzzled, “not

cfore you got my note?” ’

urich wrotc-that you werce on the way.”

cad rimmed with finc blond hair. His grey-grcen eyes were
cady, intensc, almost cold, but his look was softened by friendly
lfttle wrinkles fanning out from under his cycbrows. He wote an
Id s®€¢ shirt, open at the throat, revealing a navy blue crew-
eck sweater. I would have guessed his age at fict more than 40

here was nothing of the stiff-nccked German diplomat about -
im. He reminded me at first of a retired prizefighter running

anner at once intense and distant, mysterious.
“Come inside,” he said, nimbly leading the way up a narrows
aircasc to a small but cheery bedroom. Two cnormous feather

is wife, a handsome brunctte, stepped in from a little railed

¢ valley of the Main rolling away from the Taunus,
“You will be morce comfortable out here on the balcony,” she
id. “"One room gets a little stufly when you live in it all the
ime. And the sunshinc is lovely today; I'll leave you to enjoy it.”
Wood and 1 chatted superficially at first about the world in §
encral. The Russians’ behavior depressed and alarmed him and §
¢ was convinced they were much farther along with atomic
mb development than even recent events indicated. He re-
alled that on a_trip to Zurich in 1948, he learned that Swiss
cismographs had registered an enormous explosion, supposedly g
n atomic blast in eastern Europe. This was more than a year
fmt')e it was officially revealed that the Sovict Union had the g
mb. :
As for Germany? “This is my country,” he said. “Thexe is
rreat energy here and there can be much hope if decent Gerf§
fnans are given more of a chance.” _ ,
“Perhaps they have to take the chance,” I said, “like you did.’§
He looked awa{ quickly. “What I did is of no interest. It i%
bf importance only to me. There were others who did as muchg
br more than I did. Schwarz, the man with whom you left theZ
Jote in Frankfurt, worked in the resistance too. He went to §
toncentration camp. I did not.”
I tricd to draw him out but he retreated into silence. “Listen,§
said, finally, “I know more alrcady about what you did thags
berhaps you think.” Then, groping for his confidence, I begagg
o relate the story of his first meeting with Mayer, as Mayer haégy
old it to me. Wood made no move to interrupt but I had thjy
incomfortable feeling, when I began, of talking more to myscEd
han to him.
Mayer, who spent his b0£hood in Europe and spoke Germag
luently, had been sent to Bern from Washington in 1942 wit{4
he elastic title of “spccial assistant” to the American ministeyg

He was given two assignments. The first was to run a psycholog s

tal warfare branch of the Office of War Information, cookin
hp such projects as leaflet raids on the German lines and advis
ng on propaganda broadcasts beamed to the Third Reich. I
his other role, Mayer was a licutenant of Allen W. Dulles, chicg
bi the Office of Strategic Services' operations in Switzerland. £
On the morning of August 23, 1943, Mayer was riffling througi®
h stack of official mail in his office in the legation annex in Ben
hen his secretary came in and said that a certain Dr. O. wa§l
putside asking to see him. Bern at that time, like Lisbon, Madridg
hnd the rest of the neutral capitals, was a nest of agents, counter-§
hgents, and operatives as phony as rubber checks, and one of§
Mayer's jobs was to try to sort them out. Technically, in the
yes of the ncutral Swiss, both he and Dulles were spics them-
kelves, breaking the law twenty-four hours a day. Tacitly, the
Kwiss turned their backs on a good dcal of sleuthing by both
sides. But oné¢ indiscreet move and the offender was pitched out §

on the car which he had been applying to more delicate opera- |

jons. The legation had already given these OSS men the routine
arning that if such an emergency arose they would not be eligi- §
.Ble forg H i ic i it r had never §
el Kﬁﬂ?ﬂb“dﬁ%ﬁﬂﬁﬁdﬁ‘m{ﬁ&h& him in.
[l i Catl Spare o a i

couple of minutes,” he added.
' Y

I regarded him closcly. He was a short, wiry man with a bald '

Ithough 1 knew alrcady, from Mayer, that he was nearly. 50. 9

omforters scemed about to ascend like linen-covered balloons |
m the twin beds. *“This is home,” he said, “and this is Gerda.” !

alcony, beyond which in the warm afternoon sun I could see |

arate lamilies were nidled to the gate. Whod -wis

His bronzed face broke into a broad grin, “The doctor from g

J

massage parlor, And yet easy access to him was blocked by 2 ‘I

i
[
i
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. spare, with a smooth-shaven face and close-cropped grey hair,

r. O. held himsclf as straight as a sword. He trained his ice-blue
eyes on Mayer like a pair of pistols. The American half-expected
him to whip out a swastika armband and give the Nazi salute,

Ceremoniously the doctor introduced himsclf as a friend of a
banker from Basel whom Mayer remembered having met cas-
ually some months before. “It is he who has sent me to you,”
he said, with an accent as thick as pumpernickel, :
.. Then he launched into an involved explanation of his own
identity. He was a German but he had long since broken with the
Hitler regime and now carried citizenship papers of a c®rtain
; -Latin nation, “For a long time,” he said, “I have been cautiously
ccking a reliable contact with the Allies. 1 have faith in their
~ "ultimate triumph, and I should like to do what I can to hasten
the victory. My motives are not entircly unsclfish. I am anxious
to renew the peaceful pursuits to which my prewar life was de-
voted.” (Like so many other Europeans bearing the same title,
1 he was not a medic at all but a man of commereial affairs with a
| doctor’s degree in something. or other.)-

. Mayer sized his visitor up as a pompous ringer, at best a black-
listed businessman who had cu{,tivatcd the bleeding-heart a
proach to the Allicd cause in an effort to get some Iung.;
unblocked. Switzerland swarmed with such types. Mayer was
anxious to get rid of him and asked him, quite bluntly, to come
to the point.

With that the doctor drew a long envelope from his inside
coat pocket. He extracted threc typewritten sheets from the
envclope, unfolded them slowly and spread them out before
Mayer on his desk. They were all in German and headed
“Geheime Reich Sache”—sccret state document~addressed to
Forgign Minister Ribbentrop, and signed von Papen, Abctz and
Ncurath, respectively, They were summarized copics of cables
sent by these three ambassadors to their chief in Berlin.

From Paris, Abetz was relaying certain plans from the French
Vichyites which might permit German agents to penctrate Amer-
ican and British lincs in Narth Africa, via Algiers. Neurath was
reporting on Czech morale. Despite the barbaric liquidation of
the town of Lidice as a repn‘sai) for the murder ot Reinhardt
Hcidrich, the Nazi “hangman” of Prague, more than a year be-
fore, the Germans fearcd Czeclfresistance had not been crushed;
the capital was restive again, Von Papen, from his strategic baili-
wick in Turkey, was alerting Berlin on British attempts to sneak
operatives into the Balkans via Istanbul.

1f authentic, this information was obviously red hot. Trying
to keep his voice casual, Mayer asked Dr. O. where he had got it.

The doctor fixed him with a steady gaze. “There is more from
_the same source,” he replied in a low voice. “I am merely
acting as an emissary for a fricnd who works in the Auswacrtige
Amt. This man is here now in Bern. He arrived yesterday as
a special diplomatic couricr. That was, how does one say it, the
front which he used for travel. Actually he came with the
avowed intention of effecting a liaison with the Allies. 1 have
known him for years. I can assurc you he is one hundred per cent
anti-Nazi and is determined to work actively against Hitler, at
his own {)cril. Hc wants to meet you, personally. As proof of his
. will he-sends you this data. He has much more information
e wishes to give you.”

Mayer asked Dr. O. to wait in the anteroom, and excused him-
sclf. He bolted upstairs to Dulles’ office. Quickly he told Dulles
what had happened and showed him the documents. The pros-
pect of cstablishing a contact in the heart of Berlin, finding, as
1t were, a key to the top drawer of Nazi sccrets, was too preposter-

[ *“There are three possibilitics,” Dulles said. “This could be an
attempt to break our code. The Germans figure we'll bite, cipher
this stuff and radio it to Washington. They monitor cverything,

MY SE TUN N
.. He looked up a few seconds later to see materializing in the genuine. So Dulles agreed that they should pursue the game at PEUN
doorway the epitome of a Prussian general, in multi. Tall and  Icast until theyxould see the courier and size hinettp firsthand., |

Mayer hurried down and told Dr. O. that h?:x:.‘gady to meét S
the courier that evening. **fake it my haouse at'midnight,” Mayer ° | 3

found himself saying, as is ., _jere arrangin‘g!},-rg deivous with Lo
; . . A ~DN
Dr. Fu Manchu. As u‘?mppé@d, the courigswa to dine that & .
evening with a colle: u?’? . ‘théyGerman legatidn: He and Dr. O. vad
could meet afterwards 21l ygo to Mayer’'s apartment together, M T
e
f.

apartment house on the River Aare in the Kirchenfeld district,

Dulles was to join them, irf¢ognito, at 12:30. Mayer lived in an 1
. f

THE

the middle of the diplomatic colony. He drew the doctor a map

s0 he could find his way without having to inquire and arouse .":) v
unnecessary suspicion. Then the doctor left. v,

t that stage of the war, Switzerland was more than ever an

isolated island in a belligerent sca. It was completely sur- .
rounded by Nazi territory. In some respects the legation in :
Bern was morc out of touch with home than troops in the field “
were. There was no APO address, and Mayer himself bad gone |
as long as scven months without a letter from his wife.

The only regular contact the legation had with Washington
was via the Swiss radio. The only way to get out-tq another
neutral or an Allicd spot—short of attempting to run the perilous
gauntlet of the underground—was by air. There was no secure
schedule for a diplomatic pouch. Through a phecnomenal gen-
tleman of Moorish extraction nicknamed ‘“The Spider’ jt¢ was
possible occasionally to pass something out to Lisbon, but this
was a sporadic and unreliable route. And as it became pro-
gressively harder to move around and gather information, the
nced became more urgent. There were unceasing querics from
Washington. With Mussolini toppled from his Roman pedestal,
the Italian situation was what the experts loved to call “fluid"—
and the south Italy landings (which, naturally for security rea-
sons, Bern knew nothing about in advance) were in the final
glanning stage. The tempo of bomb strikes on the Reich—RAF

y night, USAAF by day—was just quickening to a sustained
rhythm of destruction. An opportunity to get even a keyhole
view of what was going on in Berlin could hardly have ma-
terialized at a more fortuitous time.

Mayer refiected on these matters as the day dragged on, and ‘
he found it difficult to address his mind to problems of psy- o
chological warfare. He dincd alone that evening and then went -
home to the orderly loncliness of his bachelor apartment, on
the floor above the suite of an assistant U.S, military attaché.
He left the door of his flat ajar so his visitors would not have to
rin}; the bell. Then he mixed himself a highball and sat down
with a magazine to wait,

Punctually at midnight the door o;;cned softly. Dr. O. entered

the room, followed by a short, stocky man in a black leather

jacket. He was hatless and his bald head glistened in the soft
fight of the room, With the doctor towering beside them, Mayer
and the stranger stood there face to face, eyeing each other.

There was no introduction. They did not shake hands. For a -

moment they just stood there, in silence.

Then Mayer invited him to take off his jacket. Before the man
did so he rcached swiftly into his pocket. Mayer was unarmed
and for a dizzy instant he wondered if he could rouse the Army
officer below him if his visitor pulled a gun. But the German
brought out a large, brown envelope, its flap open. There was
the stamp of a swastika on the dark red wax which had sealed it.

“Dr. O. has told Kou that I had more material,” he said, in
Berlin German, without preliminaries. “You will find here, if I
remcmber rightly, one hundred eighty-six separate items of jn-
formation,” And he laid the bundle on a low table in front of
a divan.

. Mayer examined the packet. It contained reports of Gérman
troop morale on the Russian front, an inventory of damage
f inflicted by underground saboteurs in France, memos of visits
by the Japancse ambassador and other miscellaneous officials to

{ ous. This must be a trap,
|
!

contents will give them the clue they need to decipher it, Or

3 ing for these dispatches, in hope that a ioréknowlcdge of the
.4 perhaps our friend is an agent provocateur, He plants the infor-

i
L
i

spying. His rendezvous with us is proof and we are kicked out
of the country, Stil), there is just the glimmer of a chance that

| this man is on the square.” e
Mazrcr said he was keen to follow the glimmer, despite the
odds. There was something about the doctor that had impressed

| him. Despite his oves§gmridigeatial Appro ve demor Rl

mation with us and then tips off the Swiss police that we are
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egation, I am better acquamnted” there,"Bu n they asked
what would be involved in a financial way and I told them
‘nothing,’ they refuscd to take me seriously. They laughed and
said it was a joke and not a very good one.”
“What.are the conditions?” Mayer asked.
The courier turncd first to him and then to Dulles, “Gentle-

.
b, Ribbentrop. Some of the papers weré verbatim copics of original
" ¥ documents; some containe paraphrases of cables or dispatches|
’ in tight, meticulous German script; some were filled with hastil
£ | scrawled shorthand notes. Each fragment of information would
. fit neatly somewhere in the vast, never-finished mosaic of stra
tegic and tactical intelligence vital to the prosecution of th
war, o
As Mayer was scanning this material, Dulles came in, and wa
introduced as a Mr. Douglas, Mayer's assistant. Mayer pourc
b B highballs for the four of them. But nobody relaxed. The ‘sus
picion which had invaded the room scemed to emit waves o
tension from the shadows, charging their postures and thei
conversation with rigid formality:the two Germans cndeavor;
ing with ! kind of desperate dignity to dissolve their identity a
encmics; “the two Amcricans, aware, incredulous, challenging
- They talked in German,
~ "You gentlemen will ask whether these dispatches are au
Il thentic and if so how 1 was able to get them,” the couricr said
“Thed came from material which crossed my own desk in thq
Foreign Office.”

He explained that he worked as an assistant to a Dr. Kar
Ritter, who was the Auswacrtige Amt liaison officer with al
the German armed scrvices. Ritter dealt not only with cables and
documents arriving by pouch from German missions abroad
but with war plans, secrets of submarine warfare, moves of thd
army, including military government in occupied territorics
and the activities of Gocring's Luftwaflc, |

“My job,” the courier went on, “is to sift this information
to arrange its priority of importance before it reaches Ritter’

. desk for action.” '
Mayer and Dulles exchanged glances. Ritter was well knowa

£

" to them. As German ambassador in Rio de Janciro he ha
. once been one of the most active and dangerous principals i
- the huge Nazi spy network in Latin America, He was a cold]

shrewd and ruthless «;i)erntor. His own defection or the spectacl
of his having anybody but the most loyal Nazi fanatic as a
aide seemed equally unthinkable,

“How long have you had this position?” Mayer asked.

*“Three years,” came the crisp reply. “I tried long ago to ge
out of Germany on a mission such as this but onc has to b
patient. However, I have been in the foreign service nearl
twenty years, long before the Nazis ever came to power, and
have acquired a certain expericnce.” He squarcd his shoulde
as he said this and there was a defiant ring of pride in his voic

Thc Americans already knew that a tenuous German unde
- ground existed, a ghostlike web consisting of certain Arm

. officers and civilians, divided over the crucial issue of whethe
they should assassinate Hitler or kidnap him and form an ant

_ Nazi government to sue for peace. Among the plotters wer,
n'xcmbcr‘s .of the old German nobility. labor leaders and polit
‘ v cians. This extraordinary stranger might be one of them, but t
probe the possibility now would. risk betrayal of informatio

) “"We have no way of knowing,” Dulles put in, “that you are n

. an agent provocateur.” '

“You would be naive,” the courier confessed, “if you did n
suspect that, [ cannot prove at this moment that I am not. It
werey however, 1 would hardly have been so extravagant as t
: bring you the contents of so many documents. Two or thre
? : would have sufliced.”

i _Hc paused and cleared his throat. Dr. O. leaned forward i
5 . his chair. “If my friend will permit me,” he said, “I should lik
o to repeat a phrase he used wgcn he came to my hotcl ycstcrda .

: He said ‘it is not cnough to clench one’s fist and hide it in one

pocket. The fist must be used to strike,’ We drank a toast to that,
"Dulles and Mayer, in spite of themsclves, were becomin

level, there had to be a catch. Perhaps a bargain for the relea
_[f of some captured German on the grounds that he was part
the conspiracy. At least the asking price for the courier’s servic
would be something more than carfare,

4

en,” he said slowly, “I hate the Nazis. To me they are the
nemy. I have a similar fecling about the Bolsheviks. They both
enace the world. But we are in the middle of a war and this
is no time to bargain. Try to believe that 1 am a patriotic Ger-
an with a human conscience and that therc are others, All
¢ ask as payment for our services is help and encouragement
nd sHpport after the war.” .
“We can hardly divine now what will happen after the war,”
Dulles said. "It must be won first.” And- he reached over and
Iknocked on the table in front of him with his knuckles.
1t was past 3 am. The two Germans could safely stay no
longer. The courier had to catch the next train back to Berlin. |
He explained that his second trip might have to be to Sweden.
They would want time, of coursc, to check on his story, but then
if they desired him to get in touch with the legation in Stock-
holm he would need an alias for identification. Nobody remem-
bered later just how the name George Wood was invented,
Perhaps it came from Dulles’ symbolic drumminﬁ of the table
top. Anyway, Wood it was; sonichow it sounded like » good
omen. This time the men shook hands, all around, and George
Wood and Dr. O. went quictly down the stairs.

l glanced across the balcony at Wood. He got up abruptly from
his chair and started pacing up and down. “Yes,” he said,
“yes, that is the way it began.” Now that the bottle of recollec
tions had been uncorked, he seemed willing at last to let them
flow.

"Hlow did you manage to get to Bern in the first placet” I
asked. * - N

“From the first day I found myself in touch with Nazi sccrets,
1 knew I would have to find a way, somehow, to get them out;”
he answered. “I tricd, before Pearl Harbor, to reach certain
Amcricans in Berlin through church sources, but this failed.
One had to move like a snail. Months went by without my
being able to do a thing. It became obvious that the only way to
make a satisfactory contact would be on neutral territory.
Switzerland seemed the best place. 1 knew the country. I had
friends there, foremost among them Dr, O. It would be a short
trip. But I would have to furnish a valid reason for an exit
permit.”

Wood decided to attempt the most innocent gesture first,
Nazis not infrequently managed excursions to certain spots out-
side the Reich for a rest. He was not a party member; but a
jtired government official was entitled to a little relaxation. too.
'He applicd to his supcriors for permission, explaining that he
would like to take a brief vacation skiing in the Swiss Alps, or
Italy, it didn’t really matter. He was refused. Nearly a year
elapsed before he dared make another approach. (It wouldn't
do to get some party underling curious about his anxicty to
travel.) This time he explained it had become necessary for him
to_divorce his sccond wife, who was Swiss, and he must go to.
Zurich to engage an attorney for proceedings. That could wait,
he was told. When eventually he volunteered as a special diplo-
matic couricr, he was informed therc were others available.

Months later, a solution materialized in the forim of Fraulein
Maria, a strong, acutely perceptive z'oung woman who was
assistant chief of the courier section of the ForeigneOffice, Her

genuincly impressed. Still. . . . Damn it, even if he were on thg. -

father was a Prussian nobleman, One day Wood went to her
and said quite openly, “I find I must go to Switzerland to check
on certain business interests of some friends, Would it be pos-
sible for me to take the next special courier’s assignment?”

“There is a pouch to be ready for Bern in about a week’s
time,” she replied quickly, “and I think it can be arranged to
ave you carry it.” That was the third week of August, 1943,
“My God!” I said, breaking into the narrative, “how could
ou bust right up to her like that? How could you know whom
o trust?”’ : o

“One got so one could almost smell the difference between
nemy and friend,” he said. “One’s instincts grew sharper under
he Gestapo, the way a blind man is supposed to develop a sixth
sense. 1 had known who Maria was for a long time. We would
see each other in the corridors, in a restaurant, on a subway
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The exit visa came through and Wood made the trip tc Again, Wood recall e time
switzerland without event, As a diplomat he was not scarcﬁcd moved away from her handsome flat in Lichterfclde to a dreary
_ he had strapped his secrets to his leg, under his trouscrs. But in  abode in the shabby northern sector of Berlin, Her apartment '

a way, Bern was more dangerous than Berlin. Dark, unholy had overlooked an S8 parade ground and she couldn’t bear to
realm that it was, he knew cvery side street in Berlin. He had  watch the Elite Guard strut. The most passive kind of resistance,
not been in the Swiss capital for years. It scemed new and crhaps, but to him this silent defiance of an old lady had not
strange. He had to be carcful not only of camouflaged Gestapo een cmpty or lost.
agents but of the Swiss secret police, constantly sniffing for the It occurred to him now, as the train crawled furtively north
odors of espionage. His movements were inhibited. He should  with its crew alerted against air attacks, that even his own fool-
sta onl; two days in Bern, three at the most. He could not  ish insistence on stalking through the strects of Berlin with an
seclude himself in a back street hotel. He was obliged to stay umbrclla and galoshes had a certain positive meaning. Nazis
in the Terminus on the Bahnhofplatz, where the Foreign Office glared at him as he passed; no virile Aryan would ever be caught
ran an account, where a room had already been booked Yor him. in the company of such decadent English trappings.
And where, certainly, his movements would be watched, the Wood closed his cyes and slipped off to siecp. When a shud-

) Eeoplc he spoke to checked, his phone calls recorded. It took  der of the train roused him hours later he saw they were pulling

: ours before he was able to slip out to a public tclephone, in into Berlin,

one of those sidewalk booths that looks like a clothes closet with Even though it was late afternoon, he went straight to his
windows in it, and make the call to Dr. O. which led to the office in the Wilhclmstrasse. It had to be back to business as
rendezvous in Mayer's flat. usual if he was going to get on with his own most unusual

“That was a painful intcrview,” Wood recalled. For years he busincss. He would have to be more carcful than ever to protect
had disciplinc«F himself never to waste talk. One unnccessary  himself now. He would have to buckle the armor of silence
word dropped might spring a trap to catch somebody. But this  around him even more tightly and scem to lose himselfin the
was diffcrent. He had to convince the two Amcricans of his  dutics at his desk. That was one of the most maddening things
good faith or the whole gamble would be worthless. He had to  about the whole operation, to have to lock it all within himself
identify himself completely. He gave them the name of his first and not be able to confide fully in anyone the details of his
wife and the date of her death. He told them the address of his  sccrct task. He had acquaintances and friends who, he knew,
son, whom he had left with friends in South Africa when he was . were resisting in their own way, but rarely did they dare invade
repatriated to Berlin soon after the war started, and the name  one another’s orbit to coagulate their conspiracies. Most of the
of his second wife, from Zurich, who had remained in Capctown.  time each remained a tiny scparate cell, suspended in the dark
- fluid of danger and uncertainty. ‘
ulles and Mayer sat up till sunrise that morning poring over (; While the bombings of Berlin had been getting sharper, the
the data and sorting out the most urgent information. They . city was still quite whole and full of people. Yet as he crossed
decided to gamble and code this up for a wireless to Washington. | town this afternoon, Wood observed a spectral grayness about
{ They got this message off during the day, along with a lengthy tit he hadn’t noticed before.

dispatch to OSS headquarters reciting the details of personal There wasa message on his desk, marked urgent. “Report to

history which Wood had given them, and asking for speedy {the sccurity officer at once,” it said. Needles of apprehension

checking. ' stabbed at the back of his neck. Discovered aeradyg

. Wood himsclf, meanwhile, was on the train on his way back to The sccurity officer was a l